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Silence 


NEVER DIE WITH YOUR IDEA 


When God created human beings, He did not stop at that, He further went 
and distributed talents evenly to individuals. The problem is that a huge number 
of people fail to know, understand and utilize their talents. 


One Person said that the place to find riches is in the grave, I agree with 
him, why? Because many people die with their ideas. Aristotle the famous Greek 
philosopher once said that if you don’t know what you will die for, you are not 
worth living. I totally agree with him too. Just think the concept you have learnt in 
your science like Archimedes’ principals or radioactivity. Do you think if the 
scientist had not discovered them you could have offered a suggestion? No? oO 


Yes? Maybe? (J 


There are three categories of people, the actor, the spectators and the 
ignorant. The actors do not behalf of the multitudes, the spectators have a hint of 
what is happening but they cannot do something substantial. The ignorant do not 
what to know even when pushed. If you are in this category sorry to you, quit very 
quick. 


If is absurd, seditious and retrogressive for one not to articulate his own 
ideas. As ideas even when wrong is worthy millions. Leave along hypocrites, their 
minds fight with the heart and you know what happens when the heart loses you 
cease to exist. 


Psychologists and psychiatrist will tell you that all human beings belong to 
one of eight branches of insurgences namely: Mathematical-logical intelligence, 
bodily intelligence, natural intelligence, interpersonal intelligence and special 
intelligence. Out of the mentioned above you belong to one of them. 


The mathematical logical intelligence are those people who can solve 
mathematical problem with ease, can reason logically and can defect patterns with 
ease. The Microsoft company owner Mr. Bill Gate can be grouped here. Do you 
belong here? 


Next, for some grammar of languages is not an issue. They can arrange 
words and come up with a good essay. They can communicate fluently; they are 
poets, the lawyers, greater speakers and most of them are being hatred by society. 
The later George Carlin, can fit in this category. Again do you belong here? 


To compose a song, come up with a rhyme and throw the music lovers into 
frenzy is not a joke, to choose lyrics that make sense require musical intelligence. 
If you think that doing so is so simple just ask yourself why you cannot do it like 
Ken Rodgers, Dolly, Patron Jay Z there are too many name them. 


David Beckham and Messi are probably the most famous guys in the world 
because of their soccer skills. Players, acrobats, dancers and athletes belong to the 
bodily intelligence. They can move their bodies to do something others can’t. No 
wonder soccer attracts billions of people. Again can you be classified here? 


Meteorites, comets, shooting stars planetary theory and astronomy are the 
language of the others. These people always explain the universe and its futures. 
They have naturalist intelligence. 


They are people who always say they are always sick. They say I can’t do 
this I can’t do that, they do not like working in groups. They are always confused, 
you know yourself better. 


Are you an Architect? If you have spatial intelligent these people can 
visualize abstract things in their minds. They are people who could see the Burj 
Khalifa and kick even before materials had been excavated. They are the structure 
designers. 


Now if you have not categorized yourself may be you don’t belong to this 
world. You can see that everybody has the capacity. At least God was fair enough. 


The problem is not the talent. The issue is that most people die without 
realizing it. 


Therefore it is up to you to realize what you are good and do it with zeal 
and dedication. 


WHO AMI 


Iam a child of the palace 
Living like a slave 

So that these human can relate 
That fate 

Never comes in a sliver plate 
My life is great 

No spoon, give me a spade 


Iam a winner without a race 

A stubborn stain you can’t erase 
Iam known without a face 

Set free without a case 

When I get lost 

I’m sketched and never traced 


Too believe or not to 
Is a choice 
So to me, God is a choice 


That inner voice 

That refuses to shut up 

When nobody is listening 

Life is not a math problem 

So I never looked for solutions 
When I smile, it means I’m happy 
When I cry, it means I’m alive 


I was born 

But never raised 

Iam adored 

But never praised 

Iam a child of that palace 
Living like a slave 

So that this human can relate 


That human are born to be loved 
And things are made to be used 
But now things are loved 

And you and I are being used 
And now we are confused 

Over what we’ve become 
Objects of envy hate and blame 


Iam a solder without an ammo 

I am the white keys in your piano 

I am the fragrance in your flower garden 
The only blessing from the curse of Eden 


I was schooled but never taught 

I was fooled but never caught 

I was hated but never abated 
Betrayed but never delayed 
Discriminated but never serrated, 
Crowned but never celebrated 
Mistaken but never regretted 
Iam a nightmare 

That was never unrevealed 


Iam a gift wrapped up in a small curse 
A jewel in life’s golden purse 

A bird with wet wings 

Waiting for the sun rays 

So I can fly 

And dance in the sky 


I am the mirror 

The reflection of what I am 
And not who I am 

So who am I? 


A LETTER TO MY BOSS 


Dear Sir? 

I think I should buy myself a coffin 

For what I have done to you and your family 

Since I have discovered that your wife, daughters and maid are my intimates 
And so | ask for forgiveness for my mistakes. 

Before I burry myself 

I want you to know that 


The time I drove your wife to a conference in Uganda 
She seduced me in the way that I could not resist 
Kissed me in the morning and told me! belong to you 
Hired a single room 

I tried to dodge but she gave me her whole 

We spent time together for the whole time 


Boss 

Do you remember the time noel was not feeling well? 
She didn’t go to school 

I didn’t go to work either 

You told me to look and take care for her 

She seduced me and I cared for her 


Boss 

Do you remember the day you took your family to Maasai Mara 
Leaving me alone with your house help for a week 

She seduced me and I become so weak 

Wearing a micro mini she gave me a micro cum 


Boss 

Last month on valentine 

When your daughter valentine 

Was send home for school fees? 

I was in my room resting 

She bring me a lunch 

She showered in my bathroom 

Coming naked 

I didn’t mess I grabbed her licked her seriously 


Peace. 


To continue......... 


POETS ARE PROSTITUTES 


Poems, prose and roses 

Poets hate politicians 

Poets prefer poking pens at people 
P-words, power and paupers 
Poets love writing about love 
Tears, the sky and meadows 


Poets are prostitutes 

They are sex vendors 

They expose their naked thoughts 

To the world 

They talk dirt without apology 

And care less about anyone's emotions 

Poets are short-tempered like a mini skirt 

Like a G-string, there's a thin line between poetry and bigotry 
Poets flaunt their innermost secrets for attention 


Poets are prostitutes 

Because poets are deep 

They spread carnal diseases 

Such as satire, criticism, rebellion, revolution, philosophy and the worst diseases of all: 
Human love and hate 


Poets write out of need, 

Self-righteousness, lust and malice. 

Poets lurk in the twilight corners of solitude 

Under the street lights of obsession 

Poets are a minority group 

Protesting for equal rights 

And recognition of poetry as a profession 

And they claim poetic license 

Poets sometimes render their sensual services 

To ingrates who refuse to pay attention 

Poets are often sneered upon in a hypocritical society 
And a critical clique of readers 

Poets get arrested at night 

As this is the time when the goddess of creativity is moaning with faked pleasures of 
expression. 


Poets fuck you up for fun. 


Writers are whores 


Who lust for the misery of others? 
Their pens drip at the orgy of words 
They write from different positions 
They milk rhyme and reason dry 
They suck life's dictations 

Until the truth 'cums' out in torrents 


Poets at times endure penetrations of mediocrity 
And implants of other people's labour 

For the sheer ecstasy of public approval 

And literary glory 


Poets can rob you of your money 
By sweet endearing words 
So you have been warned: 


Beware of these brutal bards 
They can easily elope with your spouse! 


IMPERATIVES 
Nothing is worth dying for. 


Your dream is another man's luxury. 
Imagine your soul as a garden and every word you speak is a flower. 


When the world gets cold, 
Reach into the pockets of your soul and grab the sunshine. 


Love those who love you. 
Love those who don't. 
Love love. Love is infinite. 


Age is your body's imagination. 
Being young is not an achievement. 
Being old doesn't make you a god either. 


Appreciate more. 
Fret less. 
Happiness is born this way. 


Those who give always appear abundant. 


There is enough for all of us if we learn to share. 


Revenge makes you feel better. 
But it doesn't change the facts. 
So forgive. 


To fail and to give up are two different things. 
Journey on. 

This world is your only home. 

Take care of it. 


This world is not your home. 
Don't die trying to dominate it. 


Money makes the difference. 

But it doesn't solve every problem. 
Money is energy. 

Invest in it. 


You don't have to clear everything on your plate. 


Social media is part of your energy field. 

You are what you share/post and read. 

The ‘like’ button is an affirmation. 

Feeds with similar energy pattern will be attracted to you. 
L.0.A. 


If you are going to be gay 
At least be handsome. 


Defiance has a price. 


Nature demands leverage. 
Rise above the Hip hop mentality. 


Not all of us have experienced slavery, racism, sold drugs or been to jail. 


Appreciate the culture 

the poesy 

the love. 

Any other imitation is vanity. 
Nature knows balance. 


There is no such thing as loss or a wrong decision. 

Or imperfect. 

Or lack. 

Life is fair. 

Avoid angry, sad and violent people. 

Their karma is theirs to deal with. 

Still love them. 

Be wary of people who agree with everything you say. 
Provoke them, and then their real truth will show. 


Get off your knees. 

Get your eyes off the sky. 
Look within. Be silent. 
There you are. 

Smile. 

That's your heart's sunshine to the world. 
Read a poem a day. 
Write something. 
Anything. 

Be patient. 

Still, don't die waiting. 
Do something. 

Be something. 

Break rules. 


Be. 
Become. 


THE PETALS BLEED 


Friday night 
I won't swear I didn’t recite the philosophy of Shakespeare 
By the dying embers of Romeo and Juliet 
Love 
I never asked for the rain 
But two rainbows and two pots of gold appeared 
Dream 
I saw American dream in Black and White 
Obama choose to make it a great nation 
Roses bleed 
The earth tilts the orbit 
The moon dims her heart 
Her heart glows like a volcano 
I couldn’t say no 
Heartbeat 
Her heartbeat becomes a nightmare I will never tell 
The bleed that covers her fail 
Misanthropy 
Heathen’s hymns 
A thousand candles spelled her name in vain 


The Obstacles 


I said: -- 

You have very beautiful stockings. 

She said: -- 

Do you like my stockings? 

I said: -- 

Oh yes. Very much. - 

(And he made a grab at them with his hand.) 

She said: -- 

But why do you like my stockings? 

I said: -- 

They are very smooth. 

She lifted her skirt and said: -- And do you see how high they go? 
I said: -- 

Oh yes, I do. 

She said: -- 

But here they come to an end. Up here it's bare leg. 

-- Oh, and what leg! 

-- | said. - 

I've got very thick legs 

-- She said. - 

And I'm very wide in the hips. 

-- Show me 

- I said. -- 

Ican't 

-She said. - 

I've no knickers on. 

(I got down on his knees in front or her.) 

She said: -- 

What are you kneeling for? 

I kissed her on the leg, a little above the stocking top, and said: -- That's what for. 
She said: -- 

Why are you lifting my skirt even higher? I've already told you I've no knickers on. 
But I lifted her skirt all the same and said: -- Never mind, never mind. 
-- What do you mean, never mind? - 

She asked. 

But at this juncture someone was knocking at the door. She briskly pulled down her skirt 
and I got up from the floor and went over to the window. 

-- Who's there? - 

She asked through the door. 

-- Open the door - 

Said a sharp voice. 

She opened the door and into the room came in my Brother 


HIS CRIME 


His crime was that he loved money 
It was an obsession 

He worked hard to fend for her 
And their 3 children 

Buy a pent-house in the suburbs 
Anda Porsche as her birthday gift 
So he seldom stayed home to love 
And sex her like her neighbor’s did 
So she replaced him 

With their houseboy 

And got pregnant by him 

He divorced her 

And swore never to trust a woman again 
He is seen in bars lamenting 

My kids, my wife 


His crime was that he was a hustler 

See, they got married because she got pregnant 
When they were in high school 

Their parents disowned them 

Since he could barely feed and pay rent 

She started fucking an ex-boyfriend 

Who was well-off 

The night he found them in his own bed 

He chopped them into pieces 

And spent rest of his life in jail 


His crime was belonging to a minority tribe 
For years he spent millions campaigning 
Hoping one day 

He will become president 

He got played 

Elections got rigged 

Riots followed 

He got blamed 

He got dragged into plotted scandals 

And court cases 

He finally quit 

And watched as his own people wallowed in poverty 
And impunity 

Because democracy isn't free and fair 

And the majority rules 


His crime was falling in love 

With another man 

When he came out of the closet 

Social media ridiculed him 

Gado sketched a caricature of him in the Daily Nation 
It is un-African, attention-seeking, un-Christian 
Conservatives condemned 

They waved placards in the streets 

Museveni passed a bill 

All homosexuals should be lynched 

The World Bank retaliated by saying 

No foreign aid no more! 

As for him 

He barley walks the streets 

Without a laugh and a stare 


His crime was being Black and born in the ghetto 
His parents left when he was 12 

So he made a living selling joints 

Later graduated to kilos of coke 

Totting guns 

You were not a real G if you had no metal 
Under the pillow 

Jail became his second home 

So you might even say 

His crime was crime 

Jealousy arose over turfs 

Hood against hood 

Gang fights 

He thought he had it all 

Till the day a bullet from a .22 caught his lung 
He was only 22 


His crime was being too patriotic 

He planted audio-recorders 

In the Vice President's office 

Later he sent it to BBC 

And the country was shocked 

To hear that billions had been "eaten" by these potty-bellied goons they voted for 
His accounts were frozen 

His Visa was banned 

He must go! 

They chorused a motion in parliament 


How dare he air our country's dirty linen to outsiders? 
Two days later 

After dodging an assassin's bullet 

There was a road accident 

And that was the end of his 15 minutes of fame 

And a headline that read: 

Another whistle blower goes missing 


His crime was being young and loving life 
He loved the wild life 

Partying and orgies 

So he spent all his college money 

On fashion, booze and iPads 

He tried Rap in his attempt to fit in 

TV became his lifestyle 

A mere puppet of foreign imitations 
Popping pills and injecting poison in his veins 
He had Aids 

And friends got fewer 

As his popularity grew lesser 

Family cut contacts 

Drugs were his saving grace 

They finally killed him 

When | attended his funeral 

I knew what his crime was: 

His crime was making a choice 


His crime was being a man; 
A victim of circumstances. 


SUCCESS 

Life is like a thousand foot walls 
And they are still on the race 

But look up at the beautiful clouds 
Listen up at the beautiful sounds 
Breath in breath out 

And see yourself you are not that far 


Don’t even think to give up 

Just turn around and see how many are behind you 
Struggling to reach even half of where you are 

Is a disaster 

Smile, jump and clap 

You are kipchoge 

All eyes are on you 


See you are alone in a long crowd 

I can see it in your beautiful eyes 

You are tired and you are fading again 
Don’t try that if tired crawl 

Just a few steps to touch the rope 

Don’t give up you are the top 

You are the only one to bring the gift home 


THE GIFT OF BLEED 
Pain, love, hate and roses 
Dates, cakes, late black coffee and wedding day 
Are just experiences 
Nota gift 


Gift is saving someone’s life 

Give your blood to a patient in need 
Give your blood then, 

Give patient the gift of life 

Bring back her life 


The gift of bleed 

Bleed a little 

Bleed a while 

Bleed for someone 

Show love to one you care 

Give him a gift of life 

More valuable than a room of gold 


Sacrifice yourself by saving a life 
Life just a gift of exercise 
Life most sublime exercise 


Give a gift of your blood red 
Watch life return from the dead 
Shout for happiness for saving a life toward bleed 


Make blood sharing your life’s prime aim 
get replenished whence it came 


Giving blood is a selfless act 
you give your blood 

Get nothing back 

Bring life back 


A MOTHER OF NONE 


The life goes on 
Living inside a toy 
Never going home 
We never have one 
We cope 

We have hopes 
We make dope 
We smoke 

Domes 

We call 

Cops 


We have big hopes 

To fill the missing gaps 
The saga continues 
Killing people 

Like hobby 

Abortion like a gift 


Accident just like a by the way 

(Accident just like a by the way) 
Yeah...... Accident just like a by the way 
Aids like knowledge 

War like peace 

Church like markets 

Truth like lies 

Trust was buried and forgotten 


No true enemy 

No real friend 

No hate 

No love 

Soon comes to an end 


The coded book 
Jesus crown 
The throne 

His Holy cross 
My sins 

My judgment 
Jesus blood 

Fall for nothing 


My life 


No more homes 
No more hospitals 
No cradles 

No son 

No daughter 

No beer 

No hopes 

No tomorrow 


I MISS THE P 
Your soul as the groove 
Your hands as needles 
You could sample rugged melodies from 
The hiss of voices on vinyl and 
Bleed classics 
And watch the universe move 
Her feet 
To the beat 
Of your hurt 
[Heart] 


Dear dead ink gods and goddesses 
You didn't fail; you gave up 
And blamed it on the muse 


Like a gashing bullet wound 
They put pressure on you 
Lubed you with forced metaphors 
But you held my hand 
Helped me across the street: 

.. whiff of tobacco smoke hits your nostrils and you thank the clouds for the purple rain and 
Thika Highway and the Gikuyu young man in the bus; says he helped street urchins become 
people who smell good and shave weekly; you saw the hunger games in their eyes when 
you bought the Daily Nation and Fresh pellets from their shaking hands... 


Touched 
I took his number 
Just in case 
Poetry refuses to buy me a mansion 


Idle niggas be on Facebook negating their own people 
To feed their starving egos 
But I bleed for them 
I count the tear stains on my pillow 
As pregnant stars on a virgin sky 
Hungry rappers are looking at you like its dinner time 
Eager with rhyme 
I rock 
Like Uncle Sam in Iraq 
Ilose 
What's the use? 
Guns in the sky we are 
Shooting stars 


Stealing wisdom from the trees 

To feed the winds 
Cutting the bull like Mithra 
Mirrors and scissors 
Trimming bristles of the self 
Thumbing through yellow pages of time 
] remember her 
How she walked into my dream 
Wrapped in a bad handwriting 
And Kasuku writing pads 


I remember: 


When she oozed raw menses from her fertile crotch and 
We sipped and smacked lips to the taste when 


We were virgins dancing on her silent graveyard 

Exhuming her bones so our magic words could flesh her skull when 
The page spoke revolution, teargas and love 

And creative mumblings, rumblings of starving minds when 

Ego was a mere tail-less sperm volleying in the testicles of bards 
And sages and savants when 

She covered her thighs as a decent broad should 

And those who saw her died lusting for her mystery 


Lost in the hype, now she wanders naked on slam stages 
She must be missing the feeling of me missing her 
I miss her rhythm and color 
I miss the P. in her: 
..Power passion pomposity propensity progress philosophy prophesies poesy Pac PAWA 
patriotism purple politics purpose people (pih-poh=hip-hop) pain pen paper proxy for 
proxemics piracyPoxiPresha pressure pleasure... 


I miss P.O.E.T.R.Y. 


GARL 
You are the only one gal 
The apple of my eye 
The queen of my heart and the lotion of my heart 
You look so nice 
Let me feel your touch 
Your golden thighs make me out of my mind 
I look at you from your head to your hips 
Not forgetting your sexy lips 
Gal they make you so cute 


You are the only kind of the chick 
I wonna spend my life with 

Just a look from your eyes 

Gal you make like a flirt 


In all time that we meet 

I feel like flight 

In all the way love like kite 
Your breast like fawns 

My piece my perfect one 


I think you bath in milk 


Your speech is so sweet 
Appearance more than a golden gift 
Remember you are my disease 
That no nurse can treat 


AM THE LOGO 
A revolution is starting 
I hope my contribution will be televised 
A revolution against the religion 
They brought in with their Arabian horses 
And British ships 
Foolishly dressed nobles 
Saying they were to tame African rebels 
Gave us religion and stole 
African spirituality, 
African resources 
Evangelic missions 
A place where you get rewarded for good 
So go to hell for the company and heaven for the climate 
I am the son of the darkness 
Iam logo itself 
Because logo is the law 
Logos is the measure of life and all things 
The true measures of things as they appear and disappear 
Logos guides the world 
The ying and yang 
Life and death 
The darkness in light 
The sun that distinguishes the moon 
Because to us 
We live dead while living 
Only when awake do we see death 
And in dreams is life revealed 
Alchemy and philosophy 
The essence of life 
Look at the mirror 
And see a god 
Because the Blackman is 
The subject of the Vitruvian man 
Walk the streets of Egypt to Mali 
Dust the ancient shelves of Bamako 
Full of coins of gold and 
Golden hearts 
See for yourselves the wealth of Mansa Musa 
The knowledge Socrates state from Egypt 
The alien interaction in West Africa 
And the astronomical knowledge from the Kalenjin of East Afrika 
That, my brothers and sisters 
Is what they stole from you 


With their Arabian horses 
And their British ships 


REMORSE IS FOREVER 


I can’t believe I took your life 

I know now and I knew then, had no right 

It was a selfish choice that I made 

I choose myself than your life 

I could have saved 

I thought it would be easier to terminate 

But I still feel the remorse up to date 

You were one of the heavens angels 

That god sends to me 

I was lost and confused 

And so I selfishly choose me 

When I should have chosen your life 

I regret that I will never see your face 

Or never comfort you with a motherly embrace 
That decision has put a strain on our marriage 
I believe that we did was the cause of our recent miscarriage 
I hope god can forgive us and that you can 

To bring you back there is nothing I wouldn’t do 
Live on my love and I will see you at the gate 
To hold you, love and kiss you 

Mommy just can’t wait 

I’m sorry have stolen an angel’s soul away 

And I will feel remorse forever 

Because of that day 


MASSES GATHERED 


General gathered in their masses 
Just like witness at black masses 
Evil minds that plot destruction 

In the field the body burning 

As the war machines keep turning 
Death and hatred to mankind 
Poisoning their brainwashed minds 


Now in darkness, world stop turning 

As the brains keeps burning 

No more war people of power 

The hand of God has stuck the hour 

Day of Judgment, God is calling 

On their knees 

The power people crawling 

Begging mercy for their sins 

Satan laughing his angels spreading their wings 
And right now 


Politicians hide themselves away 

They only stated the war 

And 

Why should they go to fight? 

The tears that role to the poor’s face 

Time will tell on their power minds 

Making war just for fun 

Enjoying and laughing when people are dying 
Treating people just like skunks 

Waiting till their day of judgments comes 


Behind curtains 
The time that I’ve wasted is my biggest regret 
Spent in this place I will never forget 


Just sitting and thinking about the things that I’ve done 
The crying, laughing, hurting and having fun 
Now it’s just me and my hard-driven guilt 


Behind the curtain of emptiness, I allowed to be built 
I'm trapped in my consciousness 


Just wanting to run back to my youth with its laughter and fun 


But the chase is over and there's no place to hide 
Ever thing is gone, including my pride 


With reality suddenly right in my face 
I'm scared, alone and stuck in this hidden place 


Now memories of the past flash threw my head 
And the pain is obvious by the tears that I shed 


I ask myself why and where I went wrong 
I guess I was weak when I should have been strong 


Living for the drugs and the wings I had grown 
My feelings were lost, afraid to be show 


As I look at my past it's easy to see 
The fear that I had, Afraid to be me 


Afraid to be who Iam 


I would pretended to be rugged, so fast and so cool 
When actually lost like a blind old fool 


I'm getting too old for this tiresome game 
Of acting real hard with no sense of shame 


It's time that I change and get on with my life 
Fulfilling my dreams for a family and wife 


What my future will hold I don't really know 
But the years that I’ve wasted are starting to show 


I just live for the when I get a new start 
And the dreams I still hold deep in my heart 


I hope I can make it; I at least have to try 

Because I'm heading towards death, and I don't want to DIE! 
Before I see my dreams 

And having a happy family 


THE GLOWLING WORLD 
In the mid night, your eyes on a firefly glow 
With the rhythm of a waterfall in the background 
And violin sounds of the night birds 
Photograph flashes lights up my darkness 
The hurt beats in your heart 
Your smile gives a light to the world 


Your love touches me in the mind 
Immediately I got devoted to your 
Your love teaches me to grow 

And your feelings teaches me to flow 


I’m still alive 

And I don’t know why? 

My heart falling from the butterfly sky 
Caught by the hands of your visions 

I desire, the warm sensation of your charms 
Your love carries me to the morning dreams 
Dreams of reality, out of my cocoon I bloom 
Bloom the value of art in your hurt 

Heart that is beauty and full of love 

Love that flaps in the midst of clarity 


A perfect waterfall tumbling into a clear blue pond 
Wet dewdrops glimmering upon the grass 
As the sleepy sun starts to rise 


We hovered together thru’ a path 
I kissed him before the silent slipped away 
And the morning worship of the birds get fetched 


WHISKEYS LOVE 
Life pushed me to the corner 
So I fall for you 


See a part of me dies every time I fall in love 
But I resurrect in your golden heart 
Heart that is full of rhythm 


My heart was a crescent 
But you bloomed me into a full moon 


I found my lost rib in your first image 

Image that was so clear like a bonfire 

Fire that scares the enemies at night 

Night full of darkness at the edge 

Edge of your golden color 

Color that makes me to spend my nights in the barrooms 


So I gulp you with the amusement of yesterday’s dreams 

Or I sip you with silence metaphors 

Metaphors that only country men remembers 

Remembering how! caught your attention like an introductory sentence 
Sentence that I tied myself with. 


10. 


11. 


12. 


13 


14. 


15. 


TO THE WO-MEN I DATED 


A\ice, you were still too attached to your ex-boyfriend. 


To Beatrice. You said yes too soon. We had sex the same day. Girl, give a man something to 
dream about. 


To Cate. At 25, no job, staying home with my mom. Your dad thought | was a loser. As you told 
me, he also said my tribesmen beat up their wives. Well, fuck him. 


To Diana. | miss laughing at your hair in the morning. Coffee, poems and movies. But we took 
our friendship too seriously. 


To Eunice. You're too young, too naive, drink too much, read too little, and can't give a proper 
blow job. | can't stand your dressing. And | don't listen to riddimz. 


To Faith. We could have kids by now, you know. 


To Grace. Did you ever get married to a guy who has two cars, 7-bedroom house, brings 


breakfast in bed, apologizes when you're wrong, God-fearing and makes you squirt? My fiancé 
will next July. You just gave up on me too soon. Yet, we graduated the same year. 


Dear Helena. It was your fault that you got pregnant. You forgot your morning pills on my 
kitchen table. Say hi to my son. Too bad | couldn't send the abortion money. 


To lrene. Kindly stop texting me. Please, you cried a lot over little things. 


To Jenipher. Your husband was my boss. Besides, all | needed was college money and maybe a 
car. Sorry your husband found out too soon. 


To Kerubo. | simply can't have sex six times a day. 


To Linet. You got your scholarship. Long distance relationships are not my thing. 


. To Mom. You were my first girlfriend. | try to find you in every woman | date. Only three come 


close: #23 and #24 and #25 


Hi, Nyambura. It was a one night stand. Get over it. 


To O. | was an asshole. Your were a bitch. We were a mistake. Two mistakes never make a 
right choice 


16. 


17. 


18. 


19. 


20. 


21. 


22. 


23. 


24. 


25. 


26. 


27. 


28. 


To Pauline. You took too long to tell me that you have a kid. Why? 
To Quinter. All | remember was your insults after you read those texts. Grow up, for fucksake. 
To Rhoda. Fuck you and fuck your new boyfriend. And kindly stop texting me. 


To Rhoda. You're trying too hard to make me jealous. | don't care if he's better looking, better 
in bed or he's a millionaire. We. Are. Done. 


To Sophie. A virgin at 23. Church every Sunday. No sex. No sex chatting. Bible quotes texts 


every night. You said true love waits. | said time waits for no man. Make sure you marry a 
pastor, baby. 


To Teresia . You wanted rent. School fees for your son whose dead beat dad owns a business. 
Jameson. Shisha. Guarana. Pizza. Wine and flowers. Shoes and airtime. | was broke. 


To U. We meet in the bus. Gave me a blowjob. | don’t remember your name. | never saved 
your contact. 


To Victoria. | love you. 


To Winnie. | still think about you. 


To X. | will call you this Sunday. | promise. 


To Ying’. You blocked me on Facebook twice. 


To Zippy. | hope you are dead by now. 


To All the Women | (N)Ever Dated. The race you co(a)me from. The size of your hips and thighs, 
the type of your hair, the colour & texture of your skin, the price of your purse or the shape of 
your lips or the size of your forehead didn't matter to me. But love. Cheers. 


POETS ANATOMY 

Ears to hear, 

to hear others in their plight 
Eyes to see, 

but who really needs sight. 

Eyes that pierce the heart of man. 

A mind that knows what no human can. 
A Feet to go, 

to go where It is the best for the brain. 
A mind to think, 

to think without a rest 
A Shoulders to bear 

to bear all that one can. 
A heart to care, 

to care for the loved ones 
A heart to love 

To love for the people you care. 
Hands to hold, 

To hold the ones that are falling 
Legs to walk, 

To walk without getting tired of carrying 


Spirit to express 
To express the internal energy 
(The spirit is willing but the flesh is so weak) 


Poets are full of muscular of styles 
There words conveys their great energy 


Poet’s minds have a different poses 
They posture you and made you totally fool and kin 


Listening to their beautiful words 


Poets are orchil and cudbear 
For their words make you miss the labia 


The power of a poet rushes through the tongue 
Making you addicted to their sweet words 


Poets are designers of the grammatical words 
They design a piece of wondering words 


Lust over Reason 


Why is it that the one who loves you most? 
Is always the one who can hurt you best? 


You heal me like no other, yet inflict wounds 
So deep, they don’t compare to the rest. 


Your electric touch shocks me back to life 
While you’re magnetic kiss draws me in. 


The power rushes through my blood; 
I’m an addict to your sweet medicine. 


In exchange for my forgiveness 
Come on and take me over, for I surrender 


To my desire; I need your love more than 
I care to have shared you once with her. 


My heart is in a weird place that deceives you 
To come, care and share your sweet for love is more 


Verisimilitude 
We live in an age where people patronize technology, 
Where criticisms exist beneath deafening reticence, 
Where every truth needs to be re-examined, 
And where life itself is falling on its foundations and hinges. 


Beliefs and opinions are held back just for a sense of inclusion, 
Letting every genuine trail of truth left behind and ignored. 

And yet people wonder, why is this generation filled with delusion? 
The only answer is, the loss of connection with Christ alone. 


Many of us call ourselves true believers, 

But when it comes to actions, the appropriate term might be barbarians. 
More often than not, we only practice sanctity inside the church; 

And as the mass ends, we come back to our own sordid worlds. 


We are indeed sinners in different twisted ways, 

Corrupted by evil, and thus to Him we go astray. 

Yet, He continues to shower us with eternal love and forgiveness, 

And waits patiently for us to greet him in turn with thanks, and praise. 


Indeed His love for us - His children - is eternal and unconditional, 
That even if we are in nature imperfect, 

In His eyes, we are nothing but absolute beauty. 

For we are created in His own image, liking, and serenity 


HOME 


this is how we define home: 


socrates: 
loma: 

maya angelou: 
rose kapri: 


me: 


Home 


Home 


Home 


home is now, here: a moment; 

a philosophical space 

between your teeth 

where your inhibitions go to rest. 


home is a revolution. 

a state where we fight for our rights 

Freedom that our rebels fight for 

a removal of the greedy pig head that represent us 

a cocoon room (Parliament) 

a new State that feeds for his people 

acry from a dying kid in Turkana county 

a hunger game series that government watch when people dying in 
hunger 

a series that anti corruption feed their ego with 

a series that a traffic officer takes a coin from the vehicle 
a vehicle turns and no one survives even her daughter 
is nota place but a sound, a book, 

a bomb, a hand reaching out for a dream. 

a state [feeling]. 

a golden city inside your cranium. 

Is the self: a country road: the umbilical 

cord to the womb that seeded the soul. 

as in home is a yawning house or an 

empty pocket. as in warsan's poem 

about finding home on a boat. 


home everything stirs beneath the cloud. 


valley of love 
Welcome to the valley of love 
Where children write dreams about their love 
Indelible ink of their brow 
Here 
Two love birds can show 
Each other’s scars in their heart 
In the language of love 
Telling each other of how their thought of dyeing 
Inhaling each other’s body as their last breath 
And 
Twenty-two years later 
Each been here reminiscing 
Feeling kind of sad 
Wondering why angels love outlaws 
And all the times their had 
Having been through Hell together 
Feeling the pleasure and the pain 
Stood side by side against the world 
In the sunshine and the rain 


Now promising each other 

That 

If you were my rose, then I'd be your sun shine, 
Shinning in your heart 

painting you rainbows when the rains come. 
I'd change my orbit to banish the night, 

as to keep you in my nurturing light. 


If you were my world, then I'd be your moon, 
your silent protector, a night-light in the gloom. 


Blind obedience (for an insecure god) 


Believe me I am what I say 

Iam simply because I say, 

“Tam”! 

Do not question me. 

Never ask me why! 

Only...believe that I love you. 

And believe that I care. 

Believe that I know what’s best for you. 
And believe that I’m there. 

Now, Bow down to me, 

Die for me, 

Devote your life to me, 

Do all that you do- for me, 

But never question me, 

Never ask me why! 

Demand no proof! 

Believe that I would never hurt you. 
And that your blindness is a virtue. 
Believe Iam what I say 

Iam simply because I say, 

“Tam”! 


Rules of Engagement 
There is no divine purpose. 
You are not important than others. 
You are gradual decaying matter. 
No matter how good you are, you can be replaced and be forgotten. 


Your existence, 

if it’s not serving to improve you or those around you, 
it’s more meaningless than it ought to be. 

Do yourself a favor and kill yourself. 


Nature is biased towards the strong 
the intelligent, 

the beautiful, 

the rich and the majority. 


Love and sex are very strong instincts for the replication of genes; 
therefore, 

they are not magical. 

Don’t let poets lie to you. 


Hate is as pure, 
Strong and 
important and 
emotion as love. 


Man’s basic duty is to pass on the genes, 

or create conditions favorable for passing on of the genes. 
Man’s basic responsibility is survival; 

therefore man’s basic responsibility is staying alive. 
Man’s only task is looking for food. 


Poor and unintelligent people should not be encouraged to breed. 

Diseases are a reminder that the body in an ugly thing covered in skin. 

Like that itch in your crotch that becomes full blown herpes. 

The problem with being first in the banquet line is that you don’t know how much too 


much. 


He was the type of guy who would point at an actor on TV and tell him, 
Shut the fuck up. 


Kids: sneaky little bastards. They always spoil it for everybody 


WORST PLACES IN THE WORLD TO LIVE IN 


Inside a religion 

False hope and mind control 

Power and non-taxed tithe from the poor 
Feeding the greedy men 


Inside two empty beer bottles 
Two clenched tongue and a broken heart 
Hurt of a false dream 


Inside the love of a suburb girl child 
That treats you like a king 


inside an empty pocket 

where your child is supposed to run to 

but the empty rooms in your eye 

reminds him that even the sky bleeds blue in summer 


inside another man's wallet 
dependence turns one into a footnote: 
your story told through another man’s sweat 


inside a heart 
a hurt of a define love of art 


inside a close mind 
mind that blocks the soul from the sun shine 


inside a skin, a body that is (not) afraid to die 
a body that has become a shadow of itself 
a body that becomes a food of a parasite at the end of the day 


inside a heart shaped like an emblem 
unchanging, stereotype and fed with fear 


in a country full of stupid bats 
whose names change into votes 
after every 5 years 


inside a broken house with a wife 
whose mouth is a burning book 
words that leave soot 

around the edges of your soul 


she calls out names like a thousand flames 





Today when I wake up 
I smelled a nice smell 


A smell that is full of 
Cocoa, 
Coffee, 
Aroma, 
A queen’s scent 
A beautiful scent 
A scent of romantic 
In a dark room 
Cool jazz 
And faded candle lights 


A smell full of love 
In... 


Death smell 


UNKNOWN 
I curse the life of any man who kills 
I curse the life of any woman who kills 
I'll leave your spirit broken inside the incubator 
strangling out the pain until your soul empty 


I made it the way it is 
Since am total different from you all 
I use the third eye to see your feeling and not thoughts 
To read your heart and how you believe 
And I saw you are too bored with this piece 


I really don’t care 
Since I miss the days when J had lust for love 
But now I’m lustful for big cars and wallets 
Full with faces of the dead presidents 


I have heard that 
One should follow his heart 
And if it’s all wrong? 
What if it takes too long? 
To discover who I really am? 


Wait a minute 


First I think 
I should quit living on dreams 
And start living my life at a time 
Since dreams are too far and my life is what I have 


I confess that I am a sinner 
Because | just can’t fake it and I believe in sin 


Seriously 
I feel naked 
I feel to kill you 
I feel ashamed for this generation 
I feel guilty for this conscience 
I feel mis-leaded by these stupid leaders 


I feel with no power to stand here and tell you 


That 


I wish 
I wish you die 
I wish you goodbye 
I wish you feel how am feeling 


I wish I get a chance in your heart 
And make you feel how I feel after you killed my first born son 


I wish you knew how you made me feel 
After I found you sleeping with my boss at my bed 
For the purpose of promotion 
Check right now you are selling some greens at kibanda 


Iam a winner without a race 


